l62                                IMAGINARY CONVERSATIONS
complexion in general have the discreeter females of that hapless country.                                                                                       t
Filippo. The colour of an orange-flower, on which an overladen bee has left a slight suffusion of her purest honey.
Eugeniits.   We must open their eyes.
Filippo. Knowing what excellent hides the slippers of this people are made of, I never once ventured on their less perfect theology, fearing to find it written that I should be abed on my face the next fortnight.
Eugenius.   How wert thou mainly occupied?
Filippo. I will give your Holiness a sample both of my employments and of his character. He was going one evening to a country house, about fifteen miles from Tunis ; and he ordered^ me to accompany him. 'I found there a spacious garden, overrun with wild flowers and^most luxuriant grass, in irregular tufts, according to the dryness or the humidity of the spot. The clematis overtopped the lemon- and orange-trees ; and the perennial pea sent forth here a pink blossom, here a purple, here a white one, and, after holding (as it were) a short conversation with the humbler plants, sprang up about an old cypress, played among its branches, and mitigated its gloom. White pigeons, and others in colour like the dawn of day, looked down on us and ceased to coo, until some of their companions, in whom they had more confidence, encouraged them loudly from remotes!!, boughs, or alighted on the shoulders of Abdul, at whose side I was standing. A few of them examined me in every position their inquisitive eyes could take ; displaying all the advantages of their versatile necks, and pretending querulous fear in the midst of petulant approaches.
Eugenius.   Is it of  pigeons  thou  art talking, O Filippo?    I hope it may be.
Filippo,   Of Abdul's pigeons.   He   was   fond   of   taming  all creatures ; men, horses, pigeons, equally: but he tamed them all * by   kindness.   In  this  wilderness  is  an   edifice not unlike our- ', Italian chapter-houses built by the Lombards, with long narrow